THE    AN TI -FEMINIST

"To cut a long story short, I gave him a local which
worked on his lower half, and he watched me doing it."

I suddenly had a vision of that horrible picture in
Bruges of the flaying of Cambyses.

"Of course/' he concluded, "it only postponed things
for a few months, and it was only when he pegged out
that I discovered what was wrong.55

"What?" I enquired.

"He was a Roman Catholic priest and he still believed,
and if he might die he ought to confess, and he didn't
want to tell another priest that he'd broken his vows.
And his wife, mind you, was a very nice woman, very
quiet, and she looked after the children very well."

He pulled out his watch. "I've got a patient," he
said, and ran out to his car.

I collected my baggage, and that day, by divers roads
and field-paths, went to a small town which is set
pleasantly on a hill. It lost me distance, but after all,
I was not out for records and Lord Wakefield had not
offered me a prize. I saw some good views and a church
or two; and, ultimately, an excellent steak and a com-
fortable bedroom. But before I sought the solace of this
last I met another odd man, who rushed into the bar
very eagerly. He was touring by himself in a car, and
was a convinced, philosophical, anti-feminist.

He was tall, thin, hollow-cheeked; a splash of black
hair tumbled over his left brow and his eyes glittered
with fanaticism. Drinking (an odd idea) a dry sherry
after his dinner and leaning his right elbow on the
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